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Waftings from the Wings. 


Messrs. Bret Harte and Pemberton’s Sue was put on the 
Garrick Theatre last Wednesday. Miss Annie Russell was the swer for 
favour, and she got it ‘right away.”” She came on with her father, 
Silas Prescott, a selfish curmudgeon, dropping at times, like Silas 
Wegg, into poetry a l’Americane. He marries her right off to Ira 
Beasley, proprietor of Lone Farm, and leaves her like so much 
merchandise. Jim Wynd, the acrobat, comes that way, hunted by 
the sheriff. Sue hides him in the barn-loft, and finally runs off with 
him. We are treated to a very comical conclave, Judge Lynch and 
his jury of, we suppose, typical Loneville American citizens. 
These ‘“‘lynchers”’ try Jim Wynd for horse stealing. He pleads 
that he did it to save himself from the sheriff, whom he had shot 
and killed, as it is supposed. Ira Beasley gives himself up to the 
‘*‘ lynchers,”’ as he shot at the sheriff, who was too attentive to Sue. 
Then Sue explains and converts Judge Lynch to her way of thinking. 
Ultimately the sheriffturns up. A very pathetic reconciliation en- 
sues between Ira Beasley and Sue. Mr. William Sampson as Sue’s 
father played the part with a strong saturation of subtle humour. 
Mr. Charles Frohman’s company are doing their best to Americanise 
London playgoers. 


The grand Festival Concert at the Crystal Palace on Saturday, 
25th ult., was very pleasing in many respects. Chiefly, the reap- 
pearance of Adelina Patti, who has not sung at the Crystal Palace 
for 18 years, was the cause of the assembling of the vast audience, 
over 22,000. Her rendering of “ From Mighty Kings” (‘‘Judas 
Maccabeus’’) wasfaultess. Her voice was so sweet and her style so 
artless as to suggest the performance of a young girl rather 
than that of an experienced and mature woman. She also 
sang ‘‘ Voi che Sapete,’’ sand responded to the encore with ‘ Pur 
Dicesti.”” In the second part she sang “The Last Rose of 
Summer” with deep feeling and plaintiveness, causing faded 
memories to revive. The correlative melody, ‘‘ Home, Sweet 
Home,” followed for the encore. Mr. Santley sang, in his own 
inimitable style, “‘Why do the Nations,’ and the principal 
part in “The Prayer for Rain’ from Mendelssohn’s “ Elijah.” 
Miss Clara Butt sang Gounod’s ‘‘O Ma Lyre Immortelle” with 
splendid declamation, followed by ‘‘ Kathleen Mavourneen”’ by 
way of encore. Mr. Edward Lioyd sang the solo in “ Rule 


Britannia ’’ and Balfe’s ballad from the Bohemian Girl, ‘‘ When 
Other Lips,’ a somewhat curious intervention. The choir, 
3,000 strong, sang well together, and most effectively. Commencing 
with ‘The National Anthem,” they follow with “ Rule 
Britannia,’’ the ‘' Hailstone Chorus,” from ‘Israel in Egypt,” 
Mendelssohn’s ‘‘ Chorus of Thanksgiving,” from ‘‘ Elijah’; Wagner's 
Kaiser-Marsch, rewritten for the occasion by Mr. ‘‘ Will Rawson,” 
and printed together with the music in the programme. The audience, 
however, who were invited to join in, either did not notice the 
small, inconspicuous type of the invitation, or did not care to run 
the risk of spoiling the choir's fine performance. Beethoven's 
chorus of Dervishes, from ‘*‘The Ruins of Athens,’’ was much 
appreciated and was repeated. The most wonder-inspiring choral 
and orchestral performance was Berlioz’s ‘‘ Dies Irae,’’ including the 
‘‘Tuba Mirum,” from the ‘‘Grande Messe de Morts.” The 
spacious proportions of the Palace orchestra must have 
oe realised the composer’s intentions. Four brass bands, 
positioned so as to represent the sound of ‘The Last Trump” 
coming from the four quarters of the globe, and 16 kettledrums 
created no ordinary impression. The effect was unsurpassingly grand 
and impressive. Sullivan’s ‘‘Golden Legend” epilogue concluded 
the concert. Mr. Manns conducted with all his usual energy, Mr. 
Walter Hedgecock was at the organ, and Mr. Ganz was at the 
piano. A record performance in the annals of the Crystal Palace 
was universally accorded. 


July 4th being the great American National Day of Independ- 
ence, the Alexandra Palace have arranged for an Anglo-American 
féte. The various amusements will include the Wild West Show, 
under the direction of Colonel 8. F. Cody, of the United States of 
America ; a lecture on the progress of America, including some up- 
to-date information and dissolving views of the Spanish-American 
War by the Rev. R. P. Dawson, of New York City; military 
promenade concerts, including American compositions of national 
airs; a balloon ascent, concluding with an illuminated fete. The 
American Ambassador, Colonel John 8S. Hay, has extended his 
patronage to this féte. 


The editor of The Road deserves congratulations for the splendid 
‘Coaching Album,” just published, for the year, and recording the 
principal coaching fixtures of the current season. 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Howstilities After 


Hostilities. 


WHEN on some throbbing battle-plain 
You hear the bullets rattle plain, 
While war-notes rise, 
’Mid hideous cries, 

To heaven without surcease— 
While prey-birds shriek ill-omenedly, 
Yet hold aloof, as momently 

The numbers vast 
Of heroes cast 

Supine on earth increase— 

While warriors prove virility’s 
Extreme of fierce abilities ;— 
Then sad to see hostilities, 

You murmur ‘ Oh, for peace! ”’ 


When vanquished and victorious, 
O’erspent with strife laborious, 
Have left the plain, 
And left their slain 
With burial cares unshown: 
When birds and beasts, past numbering, 
All surfeited, are slumbering : 
And, tearful-eyed, 
You tread the wide 
Aceldama alone, 
While packed from hill to hill it is 
With Nature’s dead nobilities ; 
Then, sad to see how still it is, 
‘**Oh, dear-bought peace!’’ you moan. 


- Following Advice. 


Magistrate.—‘‘ It appears that the poor 
woman had just come out of the pawn- 
broker's, and you stole a bundle from 
her.”’ 

Old Offender.—‘‘ Well, ain’t you 
always been a-tellin’ me to take the 
pledge ?” 


Henley Conundrum. 
Wuy are house-boats sometimes like 
ordinary houses?—Because sometimes 


there are ‘‘tall stories’? attached to 
them. 

















Raw. 


Customer.—‘ Waiter, bring me a ser- 
viette.”’ 

Waiter (a raw hand). — 
Fried, sir?”’ 


‘¢ Yessir ! 


Review of the War. 
BY OUR NAVAL EXPERT. 


CuBANS still sullenly obstinate about being relieved. Some have 
been chloroformed and fed with stomach pumps, but the foreign 
embassies try to prevent any cruelty. The President declares he 
will establish peace in Cuba if he has to kill every native. 

Insurgents have successfully repulsed several American expedi- 
tions with supplies. Only grievance is the excess of food in the 
island, which goes bad, unless when smuggled to Havana to help 
Blanco. Strict censorship prevents news of the over-plus leaking 
out. Two natives have been starved and flogged before being 
cinematographed for exhibition in the States. Many are dying 
of indigestion. Too much champagne is drunk. 

Paupers in the United States are clamouring to be allowed to go 
to Cuba. Some anxiety still caused by the news that Dewey has 
turned up at Cape Town, and that Admiral Cervera has fought a 
battle off the coast of Greece. Reuter reports Sampson at Hong 
Kong. Spanish naval officers want to know what will be the 
reward for a victory if every defeated admiral gets publicly thanked. 
There is no official answer so far. 

Subscriptions pour in from the insurgents for the Spanish 
soldiers in hospital and the destitute in the United States. There 
is little further opposition e 


ted to the American rescue parties 
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MAKING SURE. 


Ezxaminer.—* What part of speech is the word ‘am’?” 
Smart Youth.—* What, the ‘’am’ what you eat, sir, or the ‘am’ what you is?” 


Henley Queries. 


Is it not strange that a ‘‘ dead heat ”’ is the result of the competi- 
tors being particularly “alive ”’ ? 


Is is not a fact that a good many people launch out into too 
much extravagance in their endeavours to make a house-boat a 
jolly-boat ? 


As ‘ fair play is a jewel,” is the ‘‘ Diamonds ” always a fair race ? 
Will the losers in the ‘‘ Cup” races feel saucer (sore, sir ?) 


Is it not peculiar that a boat must ‘follow its nose,” and yet 
entirely conform to the rudder? 


Will the winner of the “ goblets’’ celebrate it in a“ bumper” ? 


Isn’t it paradoxical that there must be craft to win a straight- 
forward race? 


—» _ ————— —— —— . ee 7 - — 


The March on Khartoum. 


Ir further south the Sirdar dares to stir, 

‘Twill much displease the little Englander ; 

But ire, the move is neither odd nor strange 
; ?T Ti es ext 7 | { 
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Pomzous f’a (anzrious to show his learning) 


The Dog in the Manger. 1d 
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ndoubtedly war in the air f 

if who expects that this peace ist t Wi 
When for fight all the nations prepare. In 
fooling me get to vour W Te 

Or you |] earn my contemptuous dislike ; Y 
labour'’s undone while your labour y birk, So in 
While you strike I'm unable to strike. Up 

re ships wanting coal while you loaf at vour ease, 


Here's my Trade going fast to my foes, 


fere am 1, whose first duty’s to watch o’er my seas, 


Waiting here till your ill-humour goes. 


What you want you don’t know, what I need 5 


With a folly grown earnest and grim 








“A LITTLE LEARNING,” 


1 . 
lton. n-the Naze ? ”? 


‘Tm astonished at your not knowin 
the creat Izaac Walton came down 


I am <j 


Or vou 


’ 
‘7 ,f¢ 7ATA 
ou d Nt ate, 


Nor yourself, nor your children, nor friends will you spare, 


And you'll ruin us all for a whim. 


For our pity y 


While vou rest, as it were, on the shelf: 


' 
Sut the reasons you give are excessively lam¢ 
As you've brought all this ill on yourself. 
3 for you, I don't mind; you must do a 
I he bold Briton claims to be free 
may choose f 
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1 whine, our assistance vou claim 
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irself either good thing 


Bu 

















ETc. 


ving, Maud. Walton was formerly a mere fishing 
here fishing—hence we have Walton-on-the-Naze, or 





epend upon you? Oh, beyond any doubt, 
t’s perfectly easy to see— 
} 


th even vou I could manage without, 


1 couldn't well do without me. 


u injure your country, whate'er can you gain ? 


mischief and woe you have made 


il on your head—yes, that much, Sir, is plain, 
shape of a wide crippled Trade. 


> Teak 
| 


! . ubber (with sheer love of strife 
m to be slavishly cursed), 


iture Make always the best of your life, 


1ow you have made but the worst. 
f this fooling, come get to your work, 
ll earn my contemptuous dislike ; 


17 


All my labour’s undone while your labour you shirk, 
While vou strike, I’m unable to strike. 


- - ——— ——_—_ + ——— 


Oh, Jerusalem! 


THE Berlin press is exceedingly indignant because it has been 


represented in certain quarters that the Kaiser’s projected visit to 
; Jerusalem is prompted by other considerations than pure piety. 


Our German contemporaries suggest that it is rank blasphemy to 
suppose that their Emperor’s motives could be otherwise than 


peaceful and 
i will take wit 


sacrince t 


holy; indeed, it has been said that William the Good 
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him a Pomerarian Grenadier, to be offered up as a 


Christian principles. Of course, all this is very noble, 
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a pillar of Protestantism. 
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LPO MOM AL LRM MATES 





CUTTING. 


Minnie.—“ Oh, mamma, there’s such a dreadful noise upstairs!” 
Mamma. 


Henley Regatta. 


—** Hush, dear; it’s only papa saving the price of a shave.” 


“Tue world and his wife,"’ in their gayest apparel, 


Are flocking the Henley Regatta to see, 


To flirt in sweet nooks where the “ little birds’’ carol, 
And “‘ whisper" strange tales with much mischievous glee! 
The people go there just because it’s ‘ the fashion "’ 


And care very little about any race, 
To outvie each other in dress is the passion 


“No Popery” Harcourt. 


Siz Witiiam Harcovurt’s dearest friends must have been sur- 
prised to learn that the right hon. gentleman looks upon himself as 
No one could possibly have supposed 


Of ladies, and men, to scan each pretty face ! 





that the worthy baronet would take himself so very seriously. Of 
course, we knew that he was a Son of the Pho nix. a vegetarian. and 


an unmitigat 
formity 


con Ll] \ anda } ni I] 
hich he lived. The Irish members ma‘ 


ed Free Trader, but even we were surpri:s 


ed to find that 





“ On Things in General.” 
By mR. *Fun’s WASHERWOMAN. 


Wor a dredful accident at the 
launchin’ of the Albion! My ’eart’s 
simpathy goes out to the relashuns of 
the pore drowned things. All praise to 
the ’eroes wot risked their lives to save 
othurs. In my opinyun, there is more 
’eroism shown in a case like this than in 
slaughterin’ a lot of fellow creechurs in 
battle, wen half of ’em wot is fightin’ 
is so flustered that they don’t know wot 
they’re a-doin’ of. 

That Sykes case is a funny one, an’ a 
bit paneful. They ses “the pen is 
mightier than the sword’’; at any rate, 
it’s jist as dangerus, if not more so, an’ it 
ort to be ’andled with great care, sich a 
lot Ge-pen-ds on this. High life some- 
times gets in ‘‘ low water,” an’ then, of 
corse, don’t ‘‘ get on swimmingly.” 

It’s ’ard to believe, but there’s war 
between Spain an’ Ameriky. They’ve 
ackshally been fightin’, and killin’ one 
anuther! Well, well, wonders will never 
cease! I s’pose they get tired of playin’ 
at hide-an’-seek; it’s a nice game, but 
do seem a bit childish for grow-ups. 

I am truly thankful that the Petro- 
leum Committee of the House of Com- 
mons ’ave decided to raise the flash-point 
from 73 degrees to 100 degrees ; ’an let’s 
‘ope that the reform—even if by degrees— 
will be carried out. Tork about “ the 
| foolish virgins an’ there lamps,’”’ they 
wasn't a patch on the stupid people wot 
burns low-flash oil in cheap lamps; the 
number of deths from this cause is 
appalin’, an’ is a “ burnin’ question of 
the night.” , 

Wot’s become of the Emperor of Ger- 
many? {‘‘Oh, Willie, we have missed 
you!’’} P’r’aps the thort of visitin’ the 
Holy Land ’as caused ’im to “ turn over 
a new leaf’; the Reichstag elections 
are causin’ a good deal of riotin’; at 
Heilbronn the millingtary ’ad to give the 
crowd a dose of “cold steel,” which, 
added to a drenchin’ from the fire 
brigade, must ’ave “damped” their 
ardera bit. ‘‘ Habsit Homen!” as the 
skoolboy sed. 

’Ere’s ’Enley regatter come round 
again; not that it concerns me, I ’ave 
no time for pleshur. Ah! some people 
’as all ‘the cakes and ale,” an’ others 
only ’as dry bread an’ worter. ‘ This 
‘is a ’ard wurld,” as the cyclist re- 
marked wen ’e landed face downwards 
on @ flinty road. 
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knows better than Sir William that it is difficult, if not impossible, 
to please everybody; but, as the Nonconformist Conscience will 
always look askance at the owner of a Derby winner, the soi-disant 
leader of the Liberal party naturally makes friends of the mammon 
of over-righteousness while he has the opportunity. 


Sir William will be up to date, 
No matter what it cost him— 

The New Love finds him, people state, 
Before the Old Love’s lost him. 

He'll treat us all from time to time 
To softest of soft-soapery— 

And ‘* Home Rule ’’ must be made to chime 
With his last cry ‘‘ No Popery!”’ 

From “cry ’’ to “cry "’ he still doth range, 
No fad but he’ll absorb it— 

And nothing’s permanent but change 
In his eccentric orbit. 

‘‘Home Rule” once failed him at his need, 
And so did “* Anti-Topery,”’ 
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The Bright Side of the “Evil Days.” 


[The crusade against street musicians proceeds apace.] 


WE have never, in all our experience, known 
Any sentient creature 
Desirous to hasten that epoch (foreshown 
By the Israelite preacher), 
When the house’s strong keepers shall quiver and quail, 
And the rain clear no cloud— 
When those that look forth from the windows shall fail, 
And the strong men be bowed ! 


Yet the times have a knack of mutation, et nos 
Mutamur in ets ; 
And a fact which we’ve never before come across 
Now patent to see is! 
One portion, at least, of that shrewd Chapter XII. 
Of Ecclesiastes 
Doth many men’s grievances mightily shelve, 
With sweet-hope of vast-ease ! 
Not few are the citizens, seething with very 
Decided ambitions 
To ’scape from the gapings and scrapings of peri- 
Patetic musicians. 
And these, greatly craving Arcadian peace, 
Most complacently view 
The glad prospect of times when the ‘‘ GRINDERS shall cease 
Because they are few!” 























un Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Brought Her Most Gracious safely and care- 
fully back to Windsor, and then made my way down to Nor- 
wood with the Princess, and, fired by her example, was kind to the 
orphan girls at the orphanage there. Lucky orphans to have such 
illustrious visitors—they never visit me. 


IGNORANCE. 


I’m perforce compelled to own 
Hearts to me can never so(r)ften 
For, alas! I’ve *‘ never known 
What it is to be an orphan.” 
And, what’s more, I didn’t care, 
In the least degree, to be one— 
For I wasn’t then aware 
That Princesses came to see one. 


Went also commemorating at Oxford, and did it very successfully. 
Got Cecil in for East Herts. Dined with the Lord Mayor and 
Merchants and Bankers at the Mansion House. Afterwards 
took Morley to the Women’s Liberal Federation. Started him, and 
then took my way off to the Society of Arts Conversazione at 
South Kensington. 

Thursday.—Ran down and wished little Prince Edward of York 
many happy “returns.”’ Got caught in a hailstorm at Berlin (stones 
as big as eggs—some eggs—those at 20 a shilling, Isuppose). Got 
Lady May Byng nicely married and off forthe honeymoon. Con- 
versazioned with the Royal Geographical Society at South Ken- 
sington. 

Friday.—Had sent in my application for the Duckett Gift (for 
‘‘slaveys’’ with longest service record), and, disguised in a cotton 
frock and a cheeky expression, attended at the Court House in St. 
Andrew’s Street, Holborn. Noluck. I thought if I overdid it I 
should be spotted, so said I’d been two years in one place, 
which I thought would make me patriachal (or is it matri- 
archal?) among slaveys. Wasn't in it. Odd; I'd have 
thought six weeks was the outside time-record of a modern 
slavey! Went off to Sandown rather depressed. It rained, so I 
came back (more depressed). Had a look at the yachts sailing 
for the Queen’s Challenge Cup at Bourne End. Looked in 
algo on the '48 fetes at Copenhagen and saw 69,000 children 
march past the Emperor of Austria, to celebrate his Jubilee— 
struck me ag alot of kid. Came back to the Botanical Gardens 
at Regent’s Park, and gazed at the Ladies’ Kennel Association dogs. 
Went to bed. Midsummer’s Day! Ugh! 

AN INTOLERABLE STRAIN. 
At times the wind is in the East, 
Or from the North comes blowing, 
At times we have a thunder-feast, 
Another time it’s snowing. 
Anon the raim comes pouring down, 
And diily we grow glummer, 


Lnd irmur, with a pensive ir 
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Saturday.—Sat in the rumble while the Countess of Warwick 
drove me and H.R.H. to Arch’s home at Barford, then took another 
run overto Vienna and saw 4,000 huntsmen march past the Emperor 
to celebrate his Jubilee. Did also the Warehousemen, Clerks, and 
Drapers School speech day at Russell Hill, Purley, Poured with 
rain everywhere, especially at the Coaching Meet, Helped Her 
Most Gracious hand round V.O.’s and Distinguished Service 
orders at Windsor, also; saw the Coronation (Musical) Celebration 
at the Crystal Palace, and ‘‘so to bed” once more. 


Monday.—Spent an hour or two at Christie’s, and saw some 
pictorial friends change hands at more or less good prices. Went, 
with a select few, for a Union steamship pic-nic on board the latest 
addition to the fleet- the Briton. All there, I can tell you! Got 
back in time for a peep at Mr. Menpe's colour etchings, and down to 
Windsor for the special show of Romeo et Juliette. 


Tuesday.—Compensation Act comes into force mext week. Had 
satisfactory interview with my Editor, who is now responsible for 
any accident happening to me in the course of my duties. Have 
allowed him to “contract out’’ fora lump sum. Took Salisbury 
down to Windsor, and left him there to stay the night. (Odd; Her 
Most Gracious didn’t ask me to remain!) Took Wolseley down to 
Sandhurst, and helped him to review the Cadets; then hurried over 
to Berlin to see six vegetarians beat meat-eaters all to bits in a long- 
distance race. (Can’t understand it! Meat-eaters didn’t eat enough 
meat, perhaps.) Went and helped the lawyers give a children’s 
party in the Middle Temple Gardens, Rioted (and monetarily ruined 
myself) at the Press Bazaar all day. It was a press bazaar, too, 

RATHER PRESSING. 


In aid of London's Hospital, 
With airs sublime and proud, 
We deck ourselves with gay fal-lal, 
And to the Cecil crowd. 
We press to get the portals by 
And when inside we are, 
We’re pressed—and pressed to buy—that’s why 
It’s called the “ Press Bazaar."’ 
THE SPOTTER. 





The New War Cry. 


(Judging from the tone of Sir William Harcourt’s speech on the 
Benefices Bill, the next rallying point of the Liberal party will be 
the cry of ‘‘ No Popery.’’—Daily Paper. | 

In single file, in force combined, 
With sally and with sortie, 
The leaders ventured forth to find 
A war cry for the party; 
A cry of such a fav’rite ty 
That not a Rad. could flout it, 
A cry that Labby e’en might pipe, 
And Harcourt boldly shout it ! 
The shibboleth was once Home Rule, 
That flag’s too old to fly it, 
And he who cries it is a fool, 
Since Englishmen de-cry it: 
They boasted once their ranks could claim 
That honest man, John Dillon, 
But now they barely breathe his name 
Save as a rhyme for villain! 
From noon till night, from night till noon, 
The Liberal throats were vocal 
Belauding that unrivalled boon, 
The Veto which was Local— 
Now from that folly all secede, 
Its name is scarcely spoken, 
Since Wilfrid proved so frail a reed, 
And Caine got badly broken | 
And so they’re searching for a cry, 
A new cry and a sound one; 
And s00n you'll hear the Tories sigh, 
‘*Confound it all! They’ve found one!” 
A ery that will the voters win, 
Yielding to bland soft-soapery, 
The good old cry contained within 
Those magic words, ‘* No Popery!”’ 
‘Twill please the Rads, of lowly birth 
And those whose names have handles, 
To run the Ritualists to earth, 
Extinguishing their candles! 
And yet it nigh transcends belief, 
One shudders as one pens it, 
wned Gladston 





——_— 















- ee ee as 











Juty 5, 1898. 











ne Pe ee 


~ 





She.—‘ Is the bull fierce ?”’ 
He.—‘ Oh, not at all, sir! He’s only dangerous to ladies!” 
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Overgrowth of Overweening Oom. 


{In a memorable speech to the Anglo-African Writers’ Club, Mr. 
J. G. Kotze, late Chief Justice of the Transvaal, denounced his dis- 
missal as a “‘ deliberate insult upon the independence of justice.’’} 


“ And his guard, falling, crushes him to death.” 
Young’s “ Night Thoughts.” 


Fear begotten of Ignorance, 
Tyranny born of Fear— 
These are the gross monstrosities 
Which the Transvaal state-ship steer : 
And benighted Dopper prejudice, 
Lest Freedom's light appear, 
Quashes a glorious principle 
That all other lands revere! 


Oom and his sordid satellites, 
Fast in self-interest’s thrall, 
Yield no advancement countenance 
That may lose them a doit withal! 
And if Justice, wisely, impartially, 
Their methods in question call, 
Then Justice, sacred, inviolate— 
Ev'n Justice herself must fall ! 


Are there hints from Fairplay’s advocates 
(As the Cock-o'-the-Velit they chide), 
Of a spoiling by stern Britannia 
Of the strutting Alectryon’s pride ? 


Then Oom, with his smooth-tongued pleasantry, 
Doth the Kwaaje Vroww deride : 

“The Convention shields us, gentlemen ! 
Dear Grandmother’s hands are tied!”’ 


But Fear begotten of Ignorance— 
Tyranny born of Fear— 

Are apt to become too venturesome 
When a vessel of State they steer ! 

And, their safeguard felled, the oligarchs 
May enable “ grandmother dear ”’ 

To launch poor Uitlanders presently 
On a new and more bright career! 














Sir Henry and Sir Toper. 


A WAGGISH WITTICISM ON THE WELL-KNOWN 


IDIOSYNCRASY OF A WELL-KNOWN JUDGE. 


(To ‘‘ feel a draught” is, in Bacchanalian lingo, to become short 
of money. | 


STATELY, sombre, imperious, grand, 
Solemn of visage and tone, 

Holding Justitia’s scales in hand 
On Justitia’s awful throne: 

Gripping at times the criminal’s soul 
In a grim, grim eloquence-clutch, 

Anon compelling our tears to roll 
By some tenderest sentiment-touch: 

Can Sir Henry Hawkins—the great, the grave, 
The stolid, the stern—in aught 

Resemble the roystering pothouse knave ? 
You will answer, ‘‘ Perish the thought! ” 


Yet, with equal dudgeon, the self-same speech 
High judge and low scamp oft utter, 

Though a vastly different cause goads each 
To disgustedly moan and mutter. 

When the tap-room slouch, who on ale and beer 
Has been taking a three-days’ spree, 

Discovers at last that he’s verging near 
To the end of his £ s. d., 

He (tipsily sure that the time has come 
When pots must cease to be quaffed) 

Says, “‘ Mumblety, mumblety, mum, mum, mum! 
I’m beginning to feel a draught!” 


And, behold you now! At that very hour 
Of a broiling and scorching day, 

Justitia’s autocrat, throned in power, 
May those very syllables say ! 

Be his Court’s dimensions however scant, 
Its odours however stuffy— 

Be the close-packed crowds, as for air they pant, 
However blowy and puffy— 

Yet, if someone, not knowing Sir Henry’s whim, 
Should fling open a casement small, 

He must closeit slick . . . . or like bricks on him 
Will the wrath of His Lordship fall ! 

For that cool, cool judge (while his brows grow glum, 
And his eyes flash a lightning-shaft) 

Will say, ‘‘Mumblety, mumblety, mum, mum, mum! 
I’m beginning to feel a draught !’”’ 
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